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FOREWORD 

I 

HE first and only edition «/ Tares 
is a very scarce little tome^ ; a 
mere pamphlet modestly masquer- 
ading, as it were, in light cloth 
domino! Issued, indeed, some 
fourteen years before our new Golden Age of 
Shilling Garlands and such-like rhymed wares 
of Autolycus. 

*' If,** said the anonymous reviewer* at the 

time of its appearance, '* this is the book of a young 

writer . . . it is work of the greatest promise, 

. . fit II of the genuine ore of poetry — lofiy. 




> Tb4 UU§-pag$ is hreuity itself: Tares | London \ 
KsganPauly Trench S* Co^ /, Paternoster Square \ 1884. 
Croumt 8vo, pp. vi'2y. It has been observed by Mr. C. 
R Blackburn (Rambles in Books, i8ps)t *^^ ^^'^ title of 
flve letters also forms the word ** tears,** 

» In the Academy, March 21, 188$. 
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FOREWORD 

serious and impassioned.** Then, with some 
deeper critical insight : " either it is the writing 
of a woman of rare delicacy of womanly feeling, 
or it has been given to the author to approach the 
feminine attitude of mind as few men have 
approached it. " 

Well, it was by '' a young writer,'* — a girl 
scarce turned woman^ ; and with unasked permis- 
sion, yet upon the direct authority of a friend of 
the poet, we may rest assured that Tares is the 
unacknowledged first book of Rosamund Marri- 
ott Watson. 

Of printing poetical pamphlets there is no end, 
— they are the ever recurrent preludings of the 
lesser gods of Song. And in most instances they 
are such pathetic little failures ! A child* s toy 
overtaken by the tide ! A voice whereof the rest 
is silence ! Only at rare intervals a seed of true 
poetic life is sown in Time's dark furrow ; a tiny 
seed lying dormant till at a touch of belated 
Spring, — a wandering breath of Summer, — 
and lo ! the estray has taken root — ^ last yields 
up its exquisite, unique flower. 



> Born in London, 186). 
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FOREWORD 



II 



TIT IGHT years ago when we reprinted Rosa- 
•*-' mund Marriott Watson* s unacknowledged 
first book^ it was our intention to follow it up with 
the selections from her later lyrical work. This 
intention we now fulfill and, as it seems to us, in 
a manner and to an extent which must bring new 
readers to her all too few and far between little 
volumes. 

For ourselves as we once more turn the leaves 
of Tares there exhales a faint perfume, a subtle 
hint of Springes promise that has bourgeoned into 
exquisite lyric bloom, — long ago become part and 
parcel of a few undying memories. And in her 
books since then — The Bird-Bride harking back 
to old French exotics and withal containing a 
half-score of quite perfect sonnets, A Summer 
Night and VcsptTtili2i fragrant with midsummer 
pomps and airs from dreamland blent, ending in 
After Sunset — when days and deeds are done — 
// is in such work that we feel the poet has given us 
of her best. Not as evidence of technique alone, 

I See The Bibelot, vol iv,pp, i6)'i8$. 
xi 
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FOREWORD 

— of mire mastery of form, — but out of the depth 
of the bearfs deepest and dearest came these songs 
of adieu. They are the measure of whatever for 
gladness or sadness has touched and transfigured 
life for Rosamund Watson, and therein vibrates 
that personal note ensuring their perpetuity. 

In what else discover, when all is said, an 
abiding test of verse that " enduring stays to us," 
save in this magic power which Poetry possesses 
whereby it raises up and restores " the faces of 
long-buried beauties, and the blessed household 
countenances, cleansed from the 'dishonours of 
the grave ' " ? Such in very truth is the effect 
of great subjective Poesy ; an effect bom of mem- 
ory and rhyme which may give back " the laughter 
and the love of long ago " even at the bidding of 
a single lonely word : 

"* iVbat I possess, I see far distant lying. 
And what I lost, grows real and tmdjnug.'* 

T. B. M. 
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' Whence came his feet into my field, and why ? 
How is it that he finds it all so drear ? 
How do I see his seeing, and how hear 
The name his bitter silence knows it by f " 
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HERBSTLIED 

AREWELL, my love, I love so well I 
My sweetheart, lost as soon as won I 
Sweet summer idyll, scarce beg^un — 
Farewell ! 



. Good-bye brown fields, and wind-swept skies, 
With mellow sunset all aglow : 
Unto the bitter north I go — 
Good-bye ! 

Ah me, dear heart, Auf Wiederseh'n ! 
Surely one day we'll meet again ; 
And lest our hope relinquished be. 
This watchword give Mnemosyne — 
"AufWiederseh'n!" 
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EHEU FUGACES! 

LIGHT and soft they flutter down. 
Faded g:auds from Autumn's crown : 
Still they fall 
With a slow, pathetic grace. 
Touching now my hands, my face ; 
Now — the wall. 

" Ohne Hast und ohne Rast," 
Chill and grey the years have passed. 

Ay de mi ! 
By this old red orchard wall 
One fair face I still recall — 

Almost see ! 

Ah, that still September day ! 
Bravely seemed the world and gay 

To us then. 
Then, we stood together here ; 
Now, the leaves fall, brown and sere. 

Once again. 

Worn and weary, old and grey. 
Altered seems the world to-day — 

Mine the blame ; 
For I see with time-dimmed eyes. 
Though the kind autumnal skies 

Smile the same. 
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Pure as winsome, fair as true ; 
Hard the fate that lost me you — 

Oh, my dear I 
Still I see you leaning there, 
With the dead leaves on your hair, 

Far, yet near. 

My Neaera — vainly sought ! 
What to you has Fortune brought 

Since we met? 
Love or hatred, doul or glee ? 
But her only gift to me 

Is — regret! 
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A TRIPTYCH 

LINGERING, sad and slow. 
When the winter sun is low 
And the great clouds westward roll, 
Calls the sea's voice to my soul ; 
With a strange insistance cries, 
Till old faces round me rise. 
And I taste the salt free wind, 
And the spell of the Undefined. 
When the languorous days are long 
Comes to me a tender song, 
Making soft moan in mine ear — 
Then the whisper of leaves I hear ; 
And Philomel's yearning strain 
Through the warm dusk wails again ; 
For the dim woods call to me 
In sweet hushed melody. 
But the third voice speaks gay and loud. 
For it calls me back to the crowd 
And the city's Circe-charm ; 
There breathes no brooding calm, 
But the waters of Lethe flow, 
Drowning the long ago. 
And I lose in the roar of the street 
Sounds of retreating feet 
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EIDOTHE? 

TN very deed and truth did our souls once 
^ meet? 

If your eyes lied not, yes ; but I may not know, 
Never may hold the surety that it was so. 
But the thought alone is sweet 

Bitterly sweet ; for the knowledge would come 

too late. 
Do I dream now, or was blind in the bygone 

time — 
Blind, and passed by without knowing our 

season's prime ? 
Ah, woefully blind is Fate ! 

Child, was it more with us then than the oft- 
told tale 

(Old as all summers past, even as this one, 
new)? 

More than the butterfly life the evening slew. 
Yet pure from the serpent's trail? 

Perchance, who knows? — yet I think that our 

souls knew best. 
Just for a moment, I think; in this wise spoke, 
"I have sought you long, and now — " Here 

the spell broke. 
Shall we ever hear the rest? 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



Ah, well-a-day I for our brief day is done, 
Bright with light laughter, and sun, and 

tinkling mirth. 
Chance and the world's cult stifled the spirit- 
birth. 
Though one hour our souls were one. 
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NIRVANA 

CLEEP will He give His beloved? 

^ Not dreams, but the precious guerdon of 

deepest rest? 
Aye, surely ! Look on the grave-closed eyes, 

And cold hands folded on tranquil breast. 
Will not the All-Great be just, and forgive? 
For He knows (though we make no prayer 
nor cry ) 
How our lone souls ached when our pale star 
waned, 
How we watch the promiseless sky. 
Life hereafter ? Ah no ; we have lived enough. 

Life eternal? Pray God it may not be so. 
Have we not suffered and striven, loved and 
endured. 
Run through the whole wide gamut of 
passion and woe? 



Strangest illusion ! sprung from a fevered habit 

of hope. 
Wild enthusiast's dream of blatant perfection 

at best 
Give us darkness for anguished eyes, stillness 

for weary feet, 
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Silence, and sleep; but no heaven of glitter- 
ing, loud unrest 
No more the lifelong labour of smoothing the 
stone-strewn way ; 
No more the shuddering outlook athwart the 
sterile plain, 
Where every step we take, every word we say, 
Each warm, living hand that we cling to, is 
but a fence against pain. 



And nothing may perish, but lives again? 

Where ? Out of thought, out of sight? 
And where is your cresset's flame that the 

rough wind slew last night? 



10 
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OLD PAULINE 

00 your boys are going to Paris? That's 
^ how I lost my own. 

Lonely ? Ah yes, but I know it, the old are 

always alone. 
You remember my boys, Euphrasie? No? 

Was it before your day? 
Each, when his turn came, kissed me, and 

cried ; but they went away. 
How I longed for them, always, vainly ! and 

thought of them, early and late ; 

1 would start and look round in the pasture if 

any one clicked the gate. 
But a greater sorrow fell on me: my Marie, 

with eyes so blue. 
Grew restless, poor bird ! in the home-nest — 

she must seek her fortune too. 
And, once the desire is on them, 'tis a fever, 

they cannot stay; 
And Marie, my poor little Marie! well, I 

missed her one bright spring day. 
'Twas then that my heart broke, 'Phrasie, for 

my children gay and tall. 
For fair, vile, glittering Paris had taken them 

all. 
Yet the good God is merciful always ; I live, 

and I have no pain, 

11 
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Only the old dumb longing for the children 

home again. 
Still I watch the road to the city, up the 

glistening sunset track, 
But they never come back, Euphrasie — never 

come back ! 



12 
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ULTIMA THULE 

T MUST sail to-night on the changeful sea, 
-■■ To far Goshen's Land; 
Sweetheart, now wilt thou go with me? 

Reach me thine hand. 
Here, the wind sobs and the death-cold rain 

Drenches my heart. 
Weird voices mock me ; they cry in vain 

That we dwell apart; 
They moan that you never loved me, dear, 

That you died untrue ; 
But I will not listen, I will not hear. 

Let us go — we two. 
Come, let us mount (it is none too soon) 

The galleon's side ; '^ 

There is light at last, for a crystal moon 

Gleams on the tide. 
So, how silent we sail, and swift. 

We have left behind 
Lying voices, and wild rain-drift. 

And the weary wind. 
A mist-hued light begins to dawn. 

Nor dusk nor day. 
Soft reflection of glory bom 

Of a night in May. 
All past perfection, each gracious thought. 

Is garnered here ; 

13 
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Lo, we land at last in the dear dim port 

Of Yesteryear. 
How the air is tender with old regrets ! 

Look round and see. 
Here, oh my love, grow the violets 

You gave to me ; 
And that sunset's wraith, that stole gleaming 
through 

The magnolia bloom ; 
And the scented geranium plant that grew 

In a sweet, still room ; 
With the music, too, that dwelt therein. 

Do you forget 
The pure, faint voice, so fresh and thin 

Of your old spinet ? 
But the odorous earth beneath our feet, 

Is all firm and sure ; 
This is the past, we will dwell here, sweet, 

For evermore ! 



14 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



ECHOES 

\^7HERE is the scent of the flowers we gathered 
* ^ When your rose garden was all aglow, 
And the air too heavy almost with sweetness? 

Gone, as surely as last year's snow. 
Masses of odorous cream and golden, 

Deepest crimson and faintest pink ; 
And the scent of one blood-red rose you gave me, 

I shall never forget, I think. 
Where is the sound of the songs you sang then 

( You on the terrace, and I within ) ? 
How fair you looked, with the sky behind you. 

Idly touching your mandolin ! 
Not classic, no, but your voice was tender. 

Tears sounded through, though the songs 
were gay, 
'Twas as if you had stretched out your hand 
and touched me, 

It had such a passionate, pleading way. 
Quaint, soft Lieder, recalling the pinewoods, 

Snatches of tinkling serenade, 
But one strange, keen note from an old Stomello, 

All these years in my soul has stayed. 
And some day, I think, be it yule or summer, 

Rain or sunshine, by land or sea. 
The faint, sad perfume of those dead roses, 

Their soul that still lives, will steal back to me. 

15 
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And one day I know, in some soft still weather, 
When pale light stays in an opal sky, 

I shall hear that note from our old Stomello, 
Wandering back from the days gone by. 



16 
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BEYOND 

DIVIDED! yes, best so, though narrow 
the gulf that parts her way and mine ; 
Easily overstepped, but once crossed, it would 

widen behind us, 
Widen and yawn at the back-turned feet — 

mine Love, or thine ? 
Come, let us count the cost (what matter? the 

chance is over), 
And I lie in the still blue weather, and watch 

the shimmering sea. 
The cicala shrills in mine ear, I can count the 

seeds on the grasses. 
That sway 'tween my eyes and the sky, and 

the south wind sighs to me. 
Verily better so, with half the world's width 

between us, 
Idle indeed to dream of the past, or the might 

have been ; 
Yet I, lying here in the sun, steeped in the spell 

of the lotus, 
Conceive the renounced fruition, shadow forth 

actors and scene. 
Chill ghosts of honour and love, with faces 

that may not be veiled. 
Wide, stricken eyes, whose shamed glances 

may not be turned ; 

17 
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Corruption of all that was purest, death of that 

which was highest, 
Only the dull grey ashes where once the red 

fire burned. 
Weary decadence ! the present heart-hunger // 

better, 
Untouched the fruit still swings on the bending 

bough 
Mellow and fair of hue. If within it be dust 

and ashes. 
Yet I will not dream that it is not, for I never 

shall taste it now. 
Never, ah no, of a surety. The tender light of 

illusion 
Shines unsullied for aye, through the dusk of 

my life's dim room. 
Only a glimmer ; nay, but say, only a beacon. 
Pallid, but steady and pure, as the sacred lamp 

in a tomb. 



18 
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BITTERSWEET 

OITTER is life, I said, 
•*^ My soul lies cold and dead, 
Secretly, foully slain. 
Never to stir again 
With Love's own self at strife. 
Bitter is life ! 

Art indeed dead, my heart ? 
Stilled all thy woe and smart 
(Victor, yet vanquished quite). 
Buried from love and light? 

Dear Voice from out the past, 
Callest thou then at last? 
Wake, my heart, wake ! 
Live, for the old love's sake. 
Haply we still may meet. 
Life is full sweet! 



19 
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VOR LANGER ZEIT 



ir\EEP, tender eyes, remembrance-fraught, 
^^ unseeing, 
Looking on dim fields through the twilight 
haze; 
(Ah, strangely sweet, thrilling through all her 
Being, 
Come back the bygone days). 

** Dear days, mine only, to be cancelled — never, 
You cannot die, for my life lives in you; 

The love that gave you life is mine forever. 
Infinite, perfect, true. 

"Dear Love, nor death nor distance may 
bereave us ; 

Our Fates are powerless to snatch one day — 
Ev'n their insatiate vengeance this must leave us ; 

Our Past is ours, for aye. 

" Ah, but sometimes, dear, in the sweet spring 
weather. 

Comes a wild, helpless longing to be free ; 
Then I can only know we were together, 

And that it may not be." 

20 
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Sad eyes, sweet eyes, the fields are dark and 
lonely, 

The subtle glamour of the gloaming, sped ; 
Wake, and turn in unto the firelight, only 

Bury once more your dead. 



21 
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A GREY DAY 

T^ZEEP, heavy sky ; 

* ^ Wail, weary winter wind ; 
Frown, bitter world, for, be thou curst or kind, 
I care not now — not I. 

Only last year 

Shone bright blue weather; memory-haunted 
May 

Through the wet woodlands made sweet holy- 
day. 

Mavis and merle sang clear. 

But I beheld not. No ; 

Mine eyes saw none of these fair outward 
things. 

Marked not the chestnut's sheath, nor wood- 
bine's rings. 

Nor slim swan sailing slow. 

Blinded with tears went I, 

And all in vain for me were roses fair, 

Summer's warm breath that soft caressed my 

hair. 
And the sun's alchemy. 

Yea, autumn smiled 

(Sweet, mournful autumn in her russet gown), 

22 
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With fresh, cool airs, and sad leaves swooning 

down. 
And tender skies and mild. 

I knew not then. 

And yet remember all these things were so. 
Even as old music, heeded not, we know, 
What time it sounds again. 

But now / know ; 

And that old music, idly set apart. 

Comes flooding back and quickens in my heart. 

Thrilling, and wild, and low. 

Ah, sky so grey ! 

What matter, since my love, my love is true ? 
I wept, when thou wert brave in gala hue ; 
But I am glad to-day. 



23 
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Ton 

"BE TRUE TO ME, AS I TO THEE" 
(Ring Posy) 

13 E true, ah, twin soul of my soul, be true ! 
-■^ Be true to me, as I must be to thee, 
So that I, tossing on the storm-swept sea. 
Still one sure star may view. 

Be true, dear heart, for mine is bruised and sore, 
Weary of all, save only thy sweet love ; 
Only to thee my bitter longings move 
Ever, and evermore. 

Would I might lean my head against thy breast, 
Even as a child sore-vexed with thorny ways. 
With aching feet, turns sobbing to its rest. 
And there, contented, stays. 

That may not be, but be thou true to me ; 
So may I still my hopeless fancy please ; 
My empty arms outstretched aye to thee 
In visions such as these. 

Ah, sweetheart mine ! our dead past liveth yet — 
Blossoms afresh, more bravely than of old ; 
Yet must I plead (for great dread maketh bold ), 
Never do thou forget I 

24 
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NACHTSTUCK 

T WILL lie still here in the shadow, and 

^ turn my face to the wall ; 

Mine eyes shall behold no other, since they 

may not mirror you ; 
Since I may not hear your voice, mine ears 

shall be sealed too ; 
And my lips are mute to all. 

But you, oh my fair, sweet love ! you must 

walk far afield in the light, 
Not quite forgetting my soul that aches in the 

darkness here, 
Though Time's soft dead hand puts me from 

you, each day less dear 
Grow the tender memories of night 

And that shall be well, I am only a wraith of 

the past; 
No more may my glad arms cradle your 

drooped gold head ; 
To you — and because to you to all — am I 

henceforth dead. 
(And you knew not that kiss was our last? ) 

And that is well too — to the last was our 
summer sweet 

25 
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To the very end, no pale cloud obscured our 

exquisite days ; 
Our sun, for the last time, set in a warm, wild 

blaze. 
Making earth and heaven meet 

False? Ah no, hardly that Dear heart, you 
are not to blame. ^ 

( Who carps at the sun, or the soft spring rain, 
or the gracious evening dew?) 

And I cavil not at your fair young soul, that 
would fain, but could not, be true. 

And I love you aye the same. 

That you do not ask it, I know; and I would 

not, alas ! but must, 
Prometheus-wise chained and tortured for ever. 

But you, dear, are free. 
And the welcomest gift that this wide blank 

universe holds for me 
Is a little handful of dust 



26 
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RECONCILIATION 

T IKE opals set in lead 

-■--' Lie soft little clouds in the dull grey sky. 

We are all alone here, you and I — 

And they say you arc dead. 

Like the ray-kissed breast of a dove 
Leans the weary moon on yon dim cloud's rim, 
And the tall tree-shadows swim weird and grim 
Over your still face, love. 

The wan moon quickens your hair 
Till I almost believe that you breathe again ! 
( Cold Earth, are you sure of your infinite gain ? 
Is she not passing fair?) 



Black as the storm-scourged lea, 
Spreads the blind blank pall of the empty sky. 
I wonder, just now did I hear you sigh ? 
Ah, listen I this once, to me. 

Perchance, later on you might speak, 
( The moon sleeps sound, there is no one near ) 
And my hand clasps yours in the darkness, dear, 
My head to your cheek. 
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Once, I doubted you — yes ; 
And this ( had you lived ) you had never known, 
I had trusted you, told you ( let this atone ! ) 
More, had I loved you less. 

Thanatos, healer of all ! 
You have wedded once more my Soul and me, 
Whelmed and washed down with a wild salt sea 
Th' implacable ice-wall. 

So. I kiss her gracious brow ; 
There is peace between us. The faint, sick dawn 
Creeps shivering in ; great rain tears mourn ; 
But we know each other — now. 
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LATER LYRICS 
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Shall we not weary in the windless days 
Hereafter, for the murmur of the sea, 
The cool salt air across some grassy lea ? 

Shall we not go bewildered through a maze 

Of stately streets with glittering gems ablaze. 
Forlorn amid the pearl and ivory. 
Straining our eyes beyond the bourne to see 

Phantoms from out Life's dear, forsaken ways ? 

Give us again the crazy clay-built nest, 
Summer, and soft unseasonable spring. 
Our flowers to pluck, our broken songs to sing. 

Our fairy gold of evening in the West; 
Still to the land we love our longings cling, 

The sweet, vain world of turmoil and unrest. 
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THE AUBADE 

(old FRENCH FOLK-SONG) 

' T is the lads of Longpre, so light 

of heart and gay, 
And they are gone to Wanel, their 

sweet aubade to play : 
And from his house the marechal 
looks forth at break of day, 
Says, " Tell me for what lady's sake your sweet 

aubade you play? 
Come tell me, lads of Longpre, for whom you 

sing ? " saith he. 
*'Now, peace be with you, marechal, 'tis not 

for your ladye; 
'Tis all for your good neighbour's lass, who 

bideth you anear." 
( Now well the maid might hearken, so brave 

they spoke and clear ! ) 
And up she rose, the neighbour's lass, did on 
her linen gown, 
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She took the pitcher in her hand and to the 

stream went down. 
" Now why go ye so heavily, now why so pale 

art seen ? 
Whence come ye, whither go ye, O maiden sad 

of mien?" 
*^Nay, well may I go heavily, and well be sad 

of mien, 
Since I, of all my lovers, have nought but woe 

and teen ; 
For one is hanged, and one is burned, another 

waits the death. 
Another, at the king's fair court, the torture 

suffereth ; 
Yes — one is hanged, and one is burned, the 

others fear the fire, — 
And one lives aye within my heart ; he is my 

heart's desire." 
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THE SMILE OF ALL-WISDOM 

CEEKING the smile of All-Wisdom one 
^ wandered afar 
( He that first fashioned the Sphinx, in the 
dusk of the past ) : 
Looked on the faces of sages, of heroes of war 
Looked on the lips of the lords of the uttermost 
star, 
Magi, and kings of the earth — nor had found 
it at last, 

Save for the word of a slave, hoary-headed and 
weak. 
Trembling, that clung to the hem of his gar- 
ment, and said, 

" Master, the least of your servants has found 
what you seek : 

( Pardon, O Master, if all without wisdom I 
speak ! ) 
Sculptun the smili of your Sphinx from the 
lips of the Dead!** 

Rising, he followed the slave to a hovel anear; 
Lifted the mat from the doorway and looked 

on the bed. 
^'Nay, thou hast spoken aright, thou hast 

nothing to fear : 
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That which I sought thou hast found, Friend ; 
for, lo, it is here ! — 
Surely the Smile of the Sphinx is the Smile 
of the Dead!" 

Aye, on the stone lips of old, on the clay of 
to-day, 
Tranquil, inscrutable, sweet with a quiet 



Lingers the Smile of All-Wisdom, still seeming 

to say, 
" Fret not, O Friend, at the turmoil — it passeth 

away; 
Waste not the Now in the search of a Then 

that is vain : 

'* Hushed in the infinite dusk at the end shall 

ye be. 
Feverish, questioning spirits that travail and 

yearn, 
Quenched in the fulness of knowledge and 

peaceful as we : 
Lo, we have lifted the veil — there was nothing 

to see! 
Lo, we have looked on the scroll — there 

was nothing to learn ! " 
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OLD BOOKS, FRESH FLOWERS 

(TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH OF 
JOSEPH BOULMIER) 

ALONE, at home, I dwell, content and 
free: 
The soft May sun comes with his greeting 
fair; 
And, like a lute, my heart thrills tremblingly. 
By the Spring's fingers touched to some sweet 
air. 
Blessed be Thou, my God, who from my face 
Tak'st the pale cast of thought that weary 
lowers ! 
My chamber walls — my narrow window-space 
Hold all most dear to me — old books, fresh 
flowers. 

Those trusty friends, that faithful company — 
My books — say, '^Long his slumbers, and 
wc wait!" 
But my flowers murmur as they look on me, 
'* Nay, never chide him, for he watched so 
late!" 
Brethren and sisters, these of mine ! my room 
Shines fair as with the light of Eden's bowers ; 
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The Louvre is not worth my walls abloom 
With all most dear to me — old books, fresh 
flowers. 

Beside your shelves I know not weariness, 

My silent-speaking books ! so kind and wise ; 
And fairer seems your yellowed parchment 
dress 

Than gay morocco, to my loving eyes. 
Dear blossoms, of the humble hermit's choice, 

In sweetest communing what joys are ours ! 
To you I listen, and with you rejoice ; 

For all I love is here — old books, fresh 
flowers. 

Men are unlovely, but their works are fair — 

Ay, men are evil, but their books are good : 
The clay hath perished, and the soul laid bare 

Shines from their books in heavenly solitude. 
Light on each slender stem pure blossoms rest. 

Like angel envoys of the Heavenly powers ; 
Of all earth's maidens these are first and best. 

And all I love is here — old books, fresh 
flowers. 

A double harvest crowns my granary : 
From all light loves and joys my soul takes 
flight; 
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My books are blossoms, and their bee am I, 
And God's own volumes are my blossoms 
bright 
These and no other bosom-friends are mine; 

With them I pass my best, my calmest hours ; 
These only lead me to the light Divine, 
And all I love is here: old books, fresh 
flowers. 

My books are tombs where wit and wisdom 
sleep, 
Stored full with treasure of the long ago ; 
My tender buds, that dews of springtide steep. 

Like shining mirrors of the future show. 
The present is so sad ! . . . . this dark to-day 
Like skies with thunder charged above us 
lowers : 
Ah ! of the past — the future — speak alway, 
Tell me of naught but these .... old 
books, fresh flowers. 
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SCYTHE SONG 

CTALWART mowers, brown and lithe, 
^ Over summer meads abloom, 
Wielding fast the whispering Scythe, 

Where is all the old perfume? 
Breathes it yet in tender gloom. 

Soft through Hades' twilight air? 
Where hath Summer-tide her tomb? 

Hush ! the Scythe says, where, ah where? 

Comes the long blade, gleaming cold. 

Where the garden-ground is spread — 
Rays of pearl on crowns of gold. 

Dainty daisies, white and red ! 
Dames that o'er them once would tread, 

Damsels blithe and debonair. 
Where is all your sweetness fled ? 

Hush ! the Scythe says, where, ah where ? 

Time ! who tak'st and giv'st again 

All things bitter, some things sweet, 
Must we follow, all in vain 

Follow still those phantom feet ? 
Is there not some grass-grown street. 

Some old, yew-begirt parterre, 
Where our Dreams and we may meet? 

Hush ! the Scythe says, where, ah where f 

August, 1887, 
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HIC JACET 

A ND is it possible? — and must it be — 
-^ ^ At last, indifference 'twixt you and me ? 
We who have loved so well, 
Must we indeed fall under that strange spell, 
The tyranny of the grave? 

In sullen severance patient and resigned, 
By each of each forgotten out of mind — 
Dear, is there none to save? 
Must you whose heart makes answer to mine own. 
Whose voice compels me with its every tone. 
Must you forget my fealty to claim. 
And I — to turn and tremble at your name. 
Sunk in dull slumber neath a lichened stone? 
Shall not my pulses leap if you be near? 
Shall these endure, the sun, the wind, the ram. 
And naught of all our tenderness remain. 
Our joy — our hope — our fear? . . . 

Sweet, 'tis the one thing certain — rail or weep, 
Plead or defy, take counsel as we may. 
It shall not profit us : this, only, pray 
Of the blind powers that keep 
The harvest of the years we sow and reap. 
That naught shall sever nor estrange us — Nay, 
Let us live out our great love's little day 
Fair and undimmed, before we fall on sleep. 

39 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



A SUMMER NIGHT 

" Li vent qui vient a travers la montagm 
Me rendrafou.** 

THE linden leaves are wet, 
The gas-lights flare — 
Deep yellow jewels set 
In dusky air, 
In dim air subtly sweet 
With vanished rain. 

Hush ! — from the distant street 
Again — again — 
Life's music swells and falls, 
Despairing — light — 
Beyond my garden walls 
This summer night. 

Where do you call me, where ? 

O voice that cries ! 

O murky evening air, 

What Paradise, 

Unsought, unfound, unknown, 

Inviteth me. 

With faint night-odours blown ? 

With murmurous plea? 
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Future art thou, or Past? 

Hope, or Regret? 

My heart throbs thick and fast, 

Mine eyes are wet, 

For well and well I know 

Thou hast no share, 

Nor hence, nor long ago, 

Nor anywhere. 
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RESURGAM 

npHOUGH I am old, the world will still 
-*■ be young — 
The spring wind breathes on slumbering mem- 
ories, 
The spring birds pipe amid my garden trees, 
And dense and green the new yearns grass 
hath sprung : 
Ay, though my light is dimmed and my heart 
wrung 
By pitiless eld's unsparing cruelties. 

Ah, for that shore beyond the unsailed seas ! 
Where bums the Fire of Life with equal flame: 
Where never sigheth song nor bringeth breeze 
One whisper of the pride of youth's surcease, 
The faded years' inevitable shame. 

And yet — and yet — most sweet it is to know 
That though my meagre days be withering. 
Still shall be wrought the miracle of Spring, 
That deep May nights shall bloom, and love- 
lamps glow, 
Still shall the town's bright rapids swirl and flow. 
The meteor troop of passions come and go ; 
That men shall love, and hate, and laugh, and 
sing. 
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I see my imperfection perfected, 
My hampered hopes by stronger hearts set free, 
My halting plans by others crowned and sped, 
Whose feet shall find the paths I might not 

tieady 
Whose clearer eyes the things I loved shall 

sec: — 
The sunlight gold — the shadow of the dawn — 
The autumn evening's amber sorcery, 
When o'er my head the veil of death is drawn 
And all the waves of Night go over me* 

And so I cannot but be comforted 
To think how fair my world will always be, 
That Youth and Spring revive eternally. 
That abler hands shall labour in my stead. 
And gay new ventures dare the hazardous sea : 

Thus shall I live again though I be dead ; 
And all my soul is glad unspeakably. 
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SPRING SONG 

00 many ways to wander in, 
^ So many lands to see ! 

The west wind blows through the orchard-close, 
And the white clouds wander free ; 

The wild birds sing in the heart of Spring, 
And the green boughs beckon me. 

And it's O, for the wide world, far away ! 

'Tis there I fain would be. 
It calls me, claims me, the live-long day. 
Sweet with the sounds and the scents of May, 

And the wind in the linden-tree ; 
The wild birds sing in the heart of Spring, 

And the green boughs beckon me. 

** Far, and far, in the distance dim. 
Thy fortune waiteth thee ! " — 

1 know not where, but the world is fair 
With many a strange countree ; 

The wild birds sing in the heart of Spring, 
And the green boughs beckon me. 

So many ways I may never win, 

Skies I may never see ! 
O wood-ways sweet for the vagrant feet, 

What may not come to be? — 
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What do they sing in the heart of Spring;, 
And where do they beckon me ? 

Farewell, farewell, to my father's house I 

Farewell, true-love, to thee ! 
Dear, and dear, are the kind hearts here, 

And dear mine own roof-tree — 
But the wild birds sing in the heart of Spring, 

And the green boughs beckon me. 
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FINIS 

IT VEN for you I shall not weep 
-■-' When I at last, at last am dead, 
Nor turn and sorrow in my sleep 
Though you should linger overhead. 

Even of you I shall not dream 

Beneath the waving graveyard grass ; 

One with the soul of wind and stream 
I shall not heed you if you pass. 

Even for you I would not wake, 
Too bitter were the tears I knew, 

Too dark the road I needs must take — 
The road that winds away from you. 
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EPITAPH 

]^^OW lay thee down to sleep, and dream 
-^ ^ of me ; 

Thoite:b thou ait dead and I am Imng ytt, 
Though cool thy couch and sweet thy slumbers be, 

Dream — do not quite foi^t 

Sleep all the autumn, all the wmter long, 
With never a painted shadow from the past 

To haunt thee ; only, when the blackbird's song 
Wakens the woods at last. 

When the young shoots grow lusty overhead. 
Here, where the spring sun smiles, the spring 
wind grieves. 

When budding violets close above thee spread 
Their small, heart-shapen leaves, 

Pass, O Beloved, to dreams from slumber deep ; 

Recount the store that mellowing time endears. 
Thread, through the measureless mazes of thy sleep, 

Our old, unchangeful years. 

Lie still and listen — while thy sheltering tree 
Whispers of suns that rose, of suns that set — 

For far-off echoes of the Spring and me. 
Dream — do not quite forget 
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THE ISLE OF VOICES 

T7AIR blows the wind to-day, fresh along the 

•*• valleys, 

Strange with the sounds and the scents of long 

ago; 
Sinks in the willow-grove, shifts, and sighs, and 

rallies — 
Whence, Wind, and why, Wind, and whither 

do you go? 

Why, Wind, and whence. Wind? — Yet well 

and well I know it — 
Word from a lost world, a world across the sea; 
No compass guides there, never chart will show 

it — 
Green grows the grave there that holds the 

heart of me. 

Sunk lies my ship, and the cruel sea rejoices. 
Sharp are the reefs where the angry breakers 

fret — 
Land so long lost to me ! — Youth, the Isle of 

Voices, 
Call never more to me — I who must forget 
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ALL-SOULS DAY 

^nr^O-DAY is theirs — the unforgotten dead - 
-*■ For strange and sweet communion set 
apart, 
When the strong, living heart 
Beats in the dissolute dust, the darkened bed, 
Rebuilds the form beloved, the vanished face. 
Relights the blown-out lamps o' the faded eyes. 
Touches the clay-bound lips to tenderest speech, 
Saying, " Awake — arise ! " 
To-day the warm hands of the living reach 
To chafe the cold hands of the long-loved dead ; 
Once more the lonely head 
Leans on a living breast, and feels the rain 
Of falling tears, and listens yet again 
To the dear voice — the voice that never in vain 
Could sound the old behest 
Each seeks his own to-day ; — but, ah, not I — 

I enter not 
That sacred shrine beneath the solemn sky ; 
I claim no commerce with the unforgot 

My thoughts and prayers must be 
Even where mine own fixed lot hereafter lies. 
With that great company 
For whom no wandering breeze of memory 
sighs 
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Through the dim prisons of imperial Death : 
They in the black, unfathomed oubliette 
For ever and ever set — 
They, the poor dead whom none remembereth. 
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LES FOINS 

^nr^HEY arc mowing the meadows now, and 
-*■ the whispering, sighing 
Song of the scythe breathes sweet on mine 
idle ear, — 
Songs of old Summers dead, and of this one 
dying, — 
Roses on roses fallen, and year on year ; 

Softly as swathes that sink while the long scythe, 
swinging, 
Passes and pauses and sweeps through the 
deep green grass : 
Strange how this song of the scythe sets the old 
days singing — 
Echoes of seasons gone, and of these that 
pass. 

Fair ghost of Youth — from your sea-fragrant 
orchard-closes 
Called by the voice of the scythe as it sighs 
and swings — 
Tell to me now as you toss me your phantom 
roses, 
What was the dream you dreamed through 
those vagr|U)t Springs ? 
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What that forgotten air when the heart went 
maying? 
What was the perfume blowing afar, anear ? 



' Youth — Youth — Youth '* — the Scythe 
keeps sighing and saying — 
"The rose you saw not — the tunc that you 
could not hear/' 
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"WHERE NEITHER MOTH NOR 
RUST DOTH CORRUPT" 

TF, pcrad venture, in the years to be 

-*■ You come, O Child, to narrower needs of 

me 
As the world widens to you — even although 
Life touch you with indifference as you go — 
No longer hand in hand and heart to heart, 
Should we be borne apart, 
Thrust far asunder in the hurrying press, 
Even so I shall not fare companionless. 
I 'mid the last late loiterers wandering slow, 
With wearied, equable pace, 
The solace of the sunset on my face — 
The sunset spacious and low — 
With tired feet in the dew, 
Lifting mine eyes where you 
Far in the forefront of the pageant ride, 
Mailed in the splendours of your strength and 

pride. 
You — yet another you 
Yourself as verily — leans his cheek to mine, 
Lilts inarticulate eloquence divine 
With babbling call and coo. . . . 

The small down-vestured head, 
Golden and faint^ 
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Pale as the aureole of a child saint, 

Dear as a tender thought of one long dead ; 

The innocent eyes ; the sweet 

Impetuous little feet ; — 

These, though the world went mourning for 

your sake, 
Not the sheer tomb could take. . . . 

The sweet eyes plead; the fluttering hands 

implore ; 
The frail arms cling as fondly as before 
The strange years worked their will. 

Child of my heart, though change and time 

divide 
Me and your later semblance, you abide. 
However time may devastate or fulfil, 
Safe, incorruptible, shall my treasure hide; 
Borne on my breast, light-pattering at my side, 
The fair ghost linger still. 
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A CHILD'S GARDEN 

T"^HE garden wastes : the little child is grown; 
-^ Rank with high weeds and blossoms over- 
blown, 
His tiny territory boasts no more 
The dainty many-coloured mien it wore 
In the old time, 

When the stout toiler of the summer's prime 
Wrought in his glory, sun-flushed and bemired. 
With spade and water-can, nor ever tired, 
Yet found the bedward stair so steep to climb. 

Pink and forget-me-not and mignonette, 
Red double daisies accurately set. 
We had them all by heart and more beside. 
Purple and yellow pansies, solemn-eyed 
As little owlets in their tufted bowers. . . . 
The weeds have come and driven forth the 

flowers. 
Summer with all her roses onward hastes. 
The garden wastes — 
This poor small garden, sweet in summers 

known. 
The garden wastes : the little child is grown. 

How good those summers, gay and golden-lit. 
When down the walks the white-frocked form 
would flit, 
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Laden and all-triumphant with its load ; 
That narrow pleasaunce, and the spoils of it ! 
The various spoils of it so proudly shown. 
So royally bestowed. . . . 
Green wrinkled cress and rosy radish node, 
The unsunned strawberry's dimly coral cone, — 
There be none such treasures now : the child is 
grown. 

The fish-tailed merchild carved in crumbling 

stone 
Wreathed with loose straggling roses, reigns 

alone, 
Th' abandoned idol still smiles gravely on. 
The other child is gone. 
New play, new paths, the old sweet hours 

disown ; 
Poor graven image on your rain-worn throne 
Smiling the foolish smile, 
Rose petals fall around you yet awhile. 
Nor may I mourn this little plot defaced, 
The bare nest whence the fledgling bird has 

flown, 
His garden-waste : 
The little child is grown. 
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NEIGES D'ANTAN 

To R. A. M. S. 

O UNLIGHT, and birds, and blossom on the 






trecs- 



What, O my heart, is wanting more than these? 
What shall content if these may not avail? . . 
Once on a time 'twas joy enough to lie 
Beneath the young leaves and the limpid sky, 
A spell-bound traveller in a fairy-tale. 



Oh ! nevermore for us the Palace of Spring, 
No more those haunted chambers echoing 
Sweet, sweet, and hollow, to the cuckoo's song; 
Filled with a mellow lustre all day long, 
And lit by golden lamps at evening. 
No more the enchanted woods — their purple 

haze 
Enveils them yet — but closed are all the 

ways — 
The elfin meadows glimmer, deep in dew. 
Misty with flowers — but we have lost the clue; 
There is no path into the magic maze. 
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These were youth's emissaries, every one, 
The darting birds between the orchard snows. . 
'Twas Youth that blossomed lovelier than the 

rose, 
And Youth that fluted in the blackbird's throat, 
And Youth that steered the sun's great golden 

boat. 
The westering golden galley of the sun. 

Youth comes no more forever — even although 
The fields take flower again, and lilacs blow. 
And pointed leaf-buds gather on the vine : 
Even although the sun should sail and shine 
Bright as of old, and all the thickets rang — 
That sun is set, and mute the spirit that sang. 
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^ IN MEMORIAM R. A. M. S. 

VT^OU are not here, and yet it is the Spring — 
-*- The tide you loved, compact of sun and 
rain, 
And all sweet life and colour wakening, 
Losing your touch the world falls grey again. 

With you we strayed through faery palaces. 
Threaded green forests dark with ancient trees, 
Solemn mth pomp of immemorial shade. 
Where by still pools the wood-nymphs bathed 

and played : 
Unconscious as a happy child at play. 
Of all foi^otten splendours you were free, 
And all the present wealth of night and day — 
O, you, and you alone, could lead the way. 
Yours was the key. 

Yours was the golden touch, O loved and lost, 
Or ever the wintry years that bring the frost 
Could blur your radiant spirit, you are fled. 
Eld shall not make a mock of that dear head. 
Nor Time account you with his tempest-tost 
Young with imperishable youth you sped : 
Yours is the peace, ours the unnumbered cost. 
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THE LOST LEADER 
(W. E. HENLEY.) 

ILTAIL and farewell ! Through gold of sun- 
**"*• set glowing, 

Brave as of old your ship puts forth to sea ; 
We stand upon the shore to watch your going. 
Dreaming of years long gone, of years to be. 

The ship sails forth, but not from our remem- 
brance, 

We who were once of your ship's company : 

Master of many a strong and splendid sem- 
blance, 

Where shall we find another like to thee? 

Your ship sets sail. Whatc'cr the end restore 

you. 
Or golden Isles, or Night without a star. 
Never, Great-Heart, has braver barque before 

you 
Or sailed, or fought, or crossed the soundless 

bar. 
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